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	1. Prologue

**The Wolves**

Yet here he stood. King Robb Stark stood with his wife on his hands, which made Walder irritated. He gave him a smirk during the ceremony, but Robb made it clear: He didn't give two damns about Roslin.

''My lord.'' Robb said humble to his vassal's vassal. Walder looked at him with a fake smile.

''I suggest another proposal.'' Robb smiled and gave him a letter. Walder opened it with surprise.

''You cannot mean it.'' he stuttered as he saw it; 10.000 gold dragons as a reward for loyalty if Robb was to win. It was impossible to refuse.

''I am still sorry for what I did, my lord, and your daughters and granddaughters must not be offended.'' he smiled, as he saw almost 100 of them. They were not attractive, but Robb had a place for them in his heart. Talisa held his hand.

''His loyalty is almost certain.'' she whispered cheekly to him, as they walked away.

Robb hammered his hand on the table.

''The fucking greyjoy cunts.'' he spat, as he saw the newest reports.

''Deepwood Motte is under their command. We must charge in.'' Catelyn suggested, ''For my sons.'' she whispered, but she knew that they had died.

''We can't just abandon the war.'' Blackfish told them

''The war will still be going on.'' Robb reminded him,

''45.000 madmen are going north, just as we are talking. Are you suggesting to let them take Riverrun, and the Riverlands?''

''We have less than 15.000, uncle. The freys are giving us 5.000, which does make it to 20, but their moral is going down. I've won every battle, but I've lost the war.''

''The war isn't over.''

''It is.''

''No, your grace.'' he said with a voice of fury, ''The world isn't just Westeros. There is alternatives, sellswords or even alliances.''

''With whom?''

''The fucking free cities, or the Iron Bank.''

''I have nothing to offer them, uncle. I can get gold, but I cannot repay them, uncle.'', ''Never I wanted to realize this, but the White Walkers are attacking, and I must make a sacrifice, even if it means that my father never gets his vengeance.''

''Let's make a sacrifice, then.'' Blackfish suggested,

''We charge in on the army of 45.000, and either win or lose.''

''But my sons.'' Catelyn pleaded, and Robb was having the greatest dilemma a man could ever have. He was outnumbered and dead wherever he choose to do, but it was about making the right one.

''Stannis.'' a voice came, ''Stannis, nephew'' Edmund Tully came in with a satisfied face.

''What?''

''Join Stannis' forces. Let's prevail together and take the damned city once and for all.''

''Stannis has 2.000. I don't see how it would help.''

''If Stannis gets 20.000 on his backs, men will flock to his side.''

''When I said.'' Jon Umber began, ''The only king I mean to bend my knee to, is you, your grace, I fucking meant it. Stannis can go fuck himself.''

''We go north.'' Robb suggested, as he walked out of the tent with Talisa on his side.

_And who are you, the proud lord said._

Catelyn heard voices in her head, and her husband head cut off. His body was never returned, and rots in King's Landing.

A formal man entered the tents, as they were making preparations. He had two other men in formal clothes. They looked Bravoosi.

''My Lord.'' he said to Robb,

''Grace.'' the other formal man whispered in his ears,

''Sorry, your grace.''

''Who are you?''

''I am Tycho Nestoris of the Iron Brank.''

''Welcome, how may we help you?''

''The Iron Throne owes 10 million, which they deny to pay. And the Iron Bank always seems to get what they want.''

''You want me to pay it?''

''No, no. I'm just giving you 10.000 hardened soldiers to take the Iron Throne and pay me later. I've heard the Westerlands have enough, so you might as well take it.''

''Why not Stannis?'' Blackfish asked him suspiscious.

''King Stannis is planning on keeping the Iron Throne. I want someone who wants to destroy it, or just take the money as a revenge.''

''No matter. Even with them, I wouldn't win the war.''

''You mistake me, your grace.'', ''You will win the war.''

''30.000 against 45.000.''

''Actually 45.000 against 45.000, our sealord just need time to take raise his levies.''

''The Sealord owes us quite a bit.'' the other one explained, ''So his ships are yours. Enough to carry all your men.'',

''Let me think about it.'' Robb sighed, as the council stood in shock.

''We must.'' Catelyn said quickly, ''Let's take their ships, and head for Winterfell. Kill whoever burned it, and Theon Greyjoy with it.'' she almost plead,

''It just.. seems easy.''

''My love, the iron bank has never broken a contract.''

''But.. for almost nothing?''

''The man is right. The Iron Bank always seems to get what they want, even with blood. They are reliable. We must do it.'' Roose Bolton said, and Robb agreed.

….

''All Hail.'' the general said, as Robb couldn't believe his eyes. 10.000 men stood in front of him, with great armor and ships behind them. They were at the Freylands, and ready to sail through the Riverlands and to Deepwood Motte for revenge.

Talisa took Robb's hand, and carefully placed it on her stomach.

''It's a boy.'' she smiled,

''Are you sure?''

''Yes, my love. And I know what we should call him.''

''Do you? I think the father..''

''Eddard.'' she interrupted him, and Robb stood with saddened eyes.

''Don't you wanna teach young Ned how to ride and fight?'' she asked him, and Robb kissed her.

The ships finally sailed, with all 30.000 men behind their back.

…

Almost 1 week later, they arrive at the wood castle Deepwood Motte, with all their men. Robb went down the ship with fury, and almost ran to the castle gates, where the Greyjoy men almost imminently surrendered. As the 200 men walked out, Robb commanded his men to utter slaughter every single one of them, and only one girl was on the ground. She had long hair, and looked very boy-like.

''Who are you?'' Robb commanded, looking at her Greyjoy sigil and expensive armor,

''Yara Greyjoy.'' she told him, as they captured her.

''Send a letter to Lord Greyjoy.'' he commanded,

_Lord Greyjoy._

_Your daughter, Yara is under our control. Command EVERY single on of your men to retreat to Deepwood Motte and get executed. If not, she will, and so will your son. The North Remembers, my lord._

_Robb of House Stark, King of the North and the **Iron Isles.**_

..

_Thanks for reading. This is pretty much a one-shot, unless you want to read more of it. If there is enough support, I might create a whole series about it. _


	2. Arya I

_Hey guys, I got the support I needed, and I'm trying to create a series of this, with only Stark-members. Make sure to leave a review._

The Hound and the Wolf fair

**Arya**

As irritating as he had been, she tried to think of him as a friend. But the Butcher's boy still came in to her head, and how he murdered her. He did not even try to defend himself.

''They are fucking gone.'' Sandor spat, as he saw no banners.

''Fuck's sake.'' Arya almost laughed at the miserable Sandor, who had been searching for a final payment, and then peace.

''Maybe I should sell you to the Freys.'' he threaten her, and she was silent.

''Seven hells.'' Sandor saw a banner, he did not expect so far south. A kraken, which was Greyjoy's sigil. He drew his sword carefully. ''The fuck are they doing at the twins?''

''Hello, Ser!'' a man humbly addressed Sandor. He was fat, and had big eyes and looked like the typical savage, ''I see no banner, mate.''

''We're just travelers.''

''In the bloody Twins? The hell are you doin' out here?''

''I could ask the same for you.'' he looked with cold eyes. Behind the fat man, a few men stood behind him. They looked miserable.

''Our lord has commanded our retreat. Moat Cailin is free. You can accompany us, you and the little girl.'' he gave a smirky look to Arya, who almost hid behind Sandor.

''Who is your lord?''

''Lord Torgen Goodbrother.'' he said humbly, ''If ya want, he might have a job, you look like you've been through hell.''

''Hell is what we need.'' the other more skinner man said.

''Why the hell is he demanding the retreat? I thought the Iron Price was important.''

''So did we, but the king demands us back to the isles. I cannot say against that.''

''Wait a second.'' a third man said with suspicious eyes,

''You have a half burned face. You're Sandor Cle fucking gane!''

''Yeah.'' Sandor said almost with a proud sound.

''What is the Hound and a little girl doing up north?''

''This is Arya Stark. We are heading north. Where the fuck is Robb Stark?'' he asked, when Arya aggressively poked him.

''What are you doing?!'' she whispered, and almost slapped him.

''A little fucking bitch.'' the third man said, ''If we give her to King Balon, he will give us a fucking holdfast and 80 saltwives.''

''I do not like it when savages threaten me. I do like chicken though. It seems like you have some.''

''Our chickens for Arya Stark.'' he said, when he took a bag of what seemed like 20 chickens.''

''You think I'm stupid? How about I take your fucking chickens, and keep Arya. You can, if I'm merciful keep your heads.''

''Ser.'' the first man said. He seemed more diplomatic than the other two, ''If you give us the girl, we will reward you with gold.'',

''No.'' the second man said, ''We need to pay the Iron Price. Someone has to.'' he said as he held his axe tightly. Arya had gotten Needle back, but she did not know how to kill a fat man.

_I hope there is no difference between a big fat man, and a fat kid. _She thought as he got reminded of the time she stabbed a little boy, accidently.

Sandor had his sword, and aggressively charged in on the three. Arya was behind him, with her little stick, as Sandor hit the first man with his hands, which made him fall down. He lied down, and struggled to go up, when Arya, with sudden pace, ran to him. Sandor was fighting with the other two.

''What is your name?'' she whispered,

''Torhen.''

''Good.'' she said cold, as she stabbed him with needle on his throats. The fat man chocked on his own blood.

The other two lied on the floor.

''What did you need his name for?''

''A man must say a name, before death.''

''A man is a cunt.'' Sandor laughed, as he took the chickens and prepared for dinner.

…

Moat Cailin was impossible to pass, when you're a half burned man and a little girl. Around Moat Cailin was filled with ice, and dangerous animals, which meant they only could take a boat, and to Deepwood Motte or Overton.

''How much is a boat?'' Sandor asked the confused man at the Freylands. He had boats, ships and many other things, and no one wanted to sail north.

''I do not sell boats, my lord. But I do make shipment for the Night's Watch. For a good amount of silver, I might take you there.''

''Criminals goes for free to the Wall.'' Sandor reminded him,

''Yes, but I ship supplies.''

''How much silver then.'' Sandor asked inpatient,

''25.''

''25?!'' Sandor spat,

''I can buy 8 bloody whores for 25 silvers!''

''I cannot help you.''

''What is your name?'' Sandor asked him,

''Derren Frey.'' he said, as Sandor stabbed him through his heart, ''There ya go. Another name.'' Sandor smiled.

''There was no reason to kill him.'' Arya said, but did not feel bad for the man, as he had some strange attitude about him.

''There is never a good reason to kill anyone, little bird, but still we do it. Everyone is a killer, and sometimes it's easier to get it on, that wait.''

''You're a wise hound.'' she laughed, as she felt her friendship grew.

''Oh, look at that!'' Sandor smiled, as he took the man's purse. ''30 silvers. We might get you to the wall.''

''What should we do there?''

''I don't know what you should, I just know that I can sell you to your brother, the bastard. Maybe even Robb if he is close.''

''Then what will you do?''

''I'm not going to take the black. Maybe fight for someone or become a sellsword. The options are huge.''

''You could fight for my brother.''

''I could, but I wont. I want to have peace, as killing has begun to bore me.''

_Who do you guys wanna see next? Sansa in King's Landing or Bran beyond the wall? Maybe even Rickon at Skagos?_


	3. Sansa I

_A slightly different version of the Purple Wedding. Enjoy._

**Sansa I**

''_And who are you, the proud lord said, that I must bow so low?'' _the song did not fit for a wedding, but it wasn't hers. Beside her sat her beloved husband, a little dwarf with the wrong name.

''We have a new queen.'' she said in a tone of jealousy. Tyrion looked at her with fury.

''Be glad it's not you.''.

Her last friend was no more. Shae left, and the new queen seemed like a new friend, but something suspicious was about her.

''Robb is not at the twins.'' She overheard, which gave her joy, ''He is alive, and retaking the north.''

''His days are numbered.'' the arrogant Joffrey said, but Tywin did not agree.

''No they aren't, he have won every single battle, and his men are flocking behind him like sheep.''

''Make him lose one.''

''Nothing is that simple, your grace.'', ''Yet the Stark girl is not the key to the north, if Robb still breathes air. His wife, is pregnant, and Walder Frey does not want revenge.''.

She had never seen the most powerful man in Westeros so unhappy, which meant everything was well in the north. She wished to see her family again, but she knew she must wait.

…

The day before the wedding, she felt a hand on her shoulders.

''Ser Jaime.'' she said almost surprised, to see the galiant knight in front of her. He was attractive, with his long blond hair, but only has one hand.

''I made a vow to your mother.'' he sighed, his eyes serious, ''Meet me after the wedding.. I need to talk to you.''

''About what?''

''Your mother set me free, one the condition that I must send you back to her. A lannister always pays his debts.''

_It must be a trick._ She thought, but she noticed the seriousness in his eyes, and how he almost looked sad. ''This is my home.'' she said, being "loyal" to King Joffrey.

''Stop lying.'', ''I do not give two fucks about what you want, but oaths are oaths.''

''Oaths are wind.''

''Yet I've broken 3!'' he screamed, ''I've been called Oathbreaker, Kingslayer, Kinslayer, and man without honor. Do you think Oaths are wind? Oaths are oaths. Meet me after the wedding. Ser Bronn, or whathisface, will escort you.''

''Bronn is under my husbands command.''

''He knows about this. Now, if you would excuse me.'' he said as he left, and she went for her chambers.

She looked outside, and heard birds peeping in the beautiful summer day. Winter is Coming they said, but there was no winter, but warmth and stinking shit.

''My lady.'' she heard a voice behind her, Tyrion's.

''My lord.'' she answered back, not even looking back.

''The wedding feast is in an hour. You need to be dressed.'' as he saw her clothes. A stupid homemade dress. She took the necklace Dontos Hollard gave her. She thought it would be a good idea to take it on, because he would be there, and he must have a friend.

She looked back. ''You should also be dressed.'' she smiled,

''I am. But thanks for destroying my confidence.'' he laughed, as they walked outside together.

The feast was as she expected, filled with formal people, and fools. Sansa and Tyrion sat right beside Tommen and Cersei. Lord Mace Tyrell, a fat man, gave Joffrey a wedding gift. From his voice, Sansa could hear he wasn't as clever.

''This is a golden cup, your grace. May you and the queen drink long, and live long.''

''Thanks, Lord Mace, or should I call you father.'' he said, as Tyrion and Sansa looked at each other. Every time Joffrey was being nice, he was almost on the edge to do something lunatic.

The Rains of Castamere was on, a song that frustrated Sansa. It was sad, and stupid, and the story behind it is just tragic. Yet the Lannister's sang it like they all were a part of it. Tyrion held Sansa.

''I've brought him this.'' he said, when Sansa almost laughed,

''An icon with "Savior of the City" on? When did he save the city?''

''During Blackwater.'' Tyrion said sarcastically, as he walked over to Joffrey on his table.

''Your grace, I've brought you this freshly forged icon.'' he said as he put it on the table.

Joffrey looked smirky at him. ''Savior of the city. That is correct, yet obvious. Thank you uncle.'' he smiled, as Tyrion walked away from him.

The song was almost done, when the queen looked bored. He took the icon and threw it at them. ''Good, very good.'' he said bored, and the icon was gone as they took it. Tyrion looked furious.

''Oh, such beauty.'' the elder Lady, Olenna walked to Sansa and noticed her necklace.

''Thank you, Lady Olenna.'',

''Who must have given you such emeralds. Oh.'' as she touched, it and took a piece of the many emeralds. Sansa wanted to talk, but she took in on purpose. She then watched her throw the piece in a cup. She took the cup and placed it close to Joffrey.

''This is a valyrian steel sword, your grace.'' Lord Tywin gave him a sword, ''Freshly forged.'', yet Sansa remembered that no Valyrian swords had been made in a thousands year. She put the evidence together, and it was Ice. She looked at Joffrey as he took it and began showing off. He wasn't good.

''What should I call it?'' he asked the people,

''Stormbringer!''

''Widow's Wail!''

''Mother's Fury!''

''Widow's Wail. I like that. Whenever I use it, it would feel like cutting Eddard Stark's head again.'' he smiled at Sansa, that almost with fury said:

''You didn't do it yourself.''

All focus was on her, as Joffrey aggressively walked over to her, as Jaime stopped him. ''It's your wedding, don't listen to her.'' as he calmed him down.

Jaime then filled his cup with wine, and drank it. He took a piece of cake, when he began coughing.

''Are you okay, your grace?'' Jaime asked him, but the king began choking.

''He is choking!'' Jaime screamed, as he fell down. Sansa looked at him, and saw his face almost turn to purple, and his eyes red. He was in pain, and almost 20 seconds later he was on the ground, with his mother beside him. Yet, the only one that wasn't helping was Jaime.

Everyone looked at him, and so did the speechless Cersei. The guards then took Jaime, and imprisoned him.


End file.
